
TbeBiflorieof 

The very bottomeand thefouleofHope, 

The very lift, the very vtrnoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes, 

Dowg, Fay th, and fo we (liould, 

Where now rernaincs a fvveete reuerfton . 

Wc may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t’is to come in, 
A comfort of rstirement lines in this.. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto, 

Ifthat the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 
Vpon the maydenhead ofour affaires. 

War. But yet I would your Father had been heere ; 

The qualitie and heire ofour attempt 
Brookes no diuifien, it will be thought 
By fqme, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcere diilike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
Andthinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide offearefull faction*, 

And breed a kind of queftion in ourcaufe: 

For, well you know, wcof the oftringfide, 

Muft kcepealoofefrom ftri&arbiterment. 

And ftop all fight-holes , euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reaion may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine. 

That fliewes the ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot , You ftraine too farra. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lendsaluftreand niore great opinion* 

Alarger dare to your greate enterprizc. 

Then if the Earle were hecre ; for men muft thinke, 

If we without his hdpe,can make a head 
Topufn againftthe Kingdome, with his helpe. 

We fliall, or turne it topiie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all oar toy nts are whole. 

Hoyog. Asheart can thinke, ibere is rot fuch a word 
Spoke, ofin Scotland,} as thisdeame offeare. 

Enter Sir Rich, Vernon. . 


Hti 


Henry the Fourth, 

Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome. Lord. 

The Earle of Wefimerland, feaucm thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince John. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, Ihaue learnd, 

The K ing himfclfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrongand mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fhall be welcome too Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afide. 

And bid it patfe? 

per. All furniflit ? all in Armes? 

All plumpe like Eltriges, that with the winde 
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath'd, 

Gattrihg in golden Coates like Images,, 

As full offpiritasthemonethofMay, 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midlomer 5 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuk s 
I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cullies on his thighes, gaha itly arrnde, 

Rifefrom the groundlike leathered <J\tercttrj f 
And vaulted with fuch eate into hisfeate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fi ery Pega/tts, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfltip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worle then the -Sunne in March. 

Tins pray fc loch nourirti Agues; lctthemcome, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to thefire-eyde mavde offmokiewarrc. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them; 

Thentayled Adars (h&llxm his Al.ar fit 
Vptotheearesinbloud. I am on fire . 

To heare this rich renizall is fo nigh; 

And yet not ours. C<».ne,'Iec me take 
Wt-.o is to bear; meuke a thunder-boul;, 

Againftthebofome oi the Pri-ce of Wales, 

Ha Frtrf 
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